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Of ſports and loves hat muſe now \Gngs? 
Away, my lyre ;—boy, break the ſtrings. 


enwolt e: ewe ofirige behnem- 


Old joyleſs Winter, who-diflains- | 
Your ſ(prightly; flowiryy: Attic ſtrains, * 
Wrapt into ſabler alls for a re 


Rough, gloomy, as the rug he wears. 
IT A 2 Pleaſure, 
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The ſoſter avazof the year. Y ol 
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Plea ure, for ever on the wing, 


— — — 


E | 
Was 


Wild, 8 reſtleſs, fluttering thi 
e x" + by with ith ſudded Herd, 
Swifter than MaRo's flying ſteed. 
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Ah! where is hid che ſylvan ſcene, 


The leafy ſhade, the vers 
In FLoRa's meads the forts that grew, 


ral green? 
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Colours which Nature's pencil drew!'?- /. ! 
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Worthy to bloom around IANrHA“Ss hair? 
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Qauaplets, the buſt of Porn might wear, 


Gay-mantled Spring away is flown, | 
The ſilver- treſſed Sunnner's. gone, 
And golden Autumn; nought remains 
But Winter with his iron chains. 


The 
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The feather-footed Hours that fly 
Say, „ Human Life thus paſſes by.” 
What ſhall the wiſe, the prudent ? they 3 I 
Will ſeize the bounty of to-day, | 
And proſtrate to the Gods their grateful homage pay. 


The man, whom Isis“ ſtream inſpires, 


Whom PaLLAs owns, and Pho nus fires, 


Whom Svuapa, ſmiling goddeſs, deigns 1 
| To guide in ſweet Hyblæan plains, 
He Winter's ſtorms, undaunted ſtill, ſuſtains. 


Black lowring skies ne'er hurt the breaft 
By white-rob'd Innocence poſſeſt. 
Roar as ye liſt, ye winds,---begin,--- 
Virtue proclaims fair Peace within: 
Ethereal Power! tis you that bring | 
The balmy Zephyrs, and reſtore the Spring. 


Should 
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Should dangers © der my Friend affall, 
Virtue flings round her coat of mail 
Kindly protects thee from all harms, 
ö Dreſt in her native ſpotleſs chm. !:'/ 
Thy mind at eaſe no tumult know, 
With all his rage tho black NoveMBER blows. 


Dark ſtormy months I too defy, 
| NoveMBER blows, and what care I: . 
Tun'd to new joys my hours I - "0 = 
Sing with the muſe, trip with the las, i | 
And ne'er forget my bli-inſpiring glaſs. 


—— 


With HoR Ac now diſpos'd to laugh, 
Worthy the lips of JovE I quaff 
Rich VENUSIN E: now loſe my ſoul 
In Ovip's ſweet nectareal bowl. 
If 


o a * ö F 0 * * 6 7 4 « * = * * 
= 
— #1 8 | ; 
* 
* SY * 


If you, CxILiopR, ſhould deignn 
Aloud to ſound a martial train, | 
Your vot'ry ſtreight in rapture hears 
The noble muſic of the ſpheres : 
Mounted on wings, ſee! ſee! I fly 
With ManTvua's Frum, ati _ this boundleſs aky 


With eager joy I oft mocks 
To the gay crouded Theatre, 
Where ſhines the man who treads our ſtage, 
Garrick! the Roscros of the age! 

His voice, mien, manner, look, a life imparts; | 


*Tis He who captivates our eyes,—our hearts. 


VANBRUGH,—your leave, - what's lewdly writ 
I hate,—-I hate th' Immoral Wit. 


Immortal SHAKESPEAR I admire, 
And kindle at his ſacred fire: 
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Father of Tragedy, he reigns 8 8 a 
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O] what a glory breathes his page, * 


He lives! he lives thro ev'ry age 
Sole monarch o'er Theatric plains, 8 


| Hence with the ſock the Queen commands: 
Grac d with the golden buskin ſtands: 
The ſtage in majeſty improves, 
Trembling beneath her, awful as ſhe moves. 


What thunder burſts it made me ſtart ;— 
Thunder beyond the reach of art! 
The claps!—I heard em, —how they roll! 
The lovely terror ſhakes my ſoul : 
Who talks of fiends!—of gaping graves!— 


OrRHELLOI—-'tis OrHELLO raves! 


What tenderneſs !---what fierce diſdain 


Whirls, boils, and foams thro ev'ry vein! 


He 


[9] 
He fears !—invokes hell, earth, air, skies! 
See where the glorious madman-flies! | | 
He groans,—he trembles, falls the Hero dies! 


SHAKESPEAR, exceſſive joys like-theſe - 
(I almoſt faid) are cruelties: | 
Whirlwinds of pleaſure tear the panting dw 
And the mind akes, too exquiſitely bleſt. 


Chang'd is the ſcene:-—methinks I rove 
In ſome enchanted cypreſs grove, |  - 
Soft Orwa calls who can refuſe 
The plaintive voice of OTwav's muſe? 
We'll go, my fair IArER, we will go, 
Thoꝰ your fond love inſpiring eyes o erſſw 


Like bubbling ſprings, more beautiful in woe. 
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Have I not ſeen (nay felt it too) 
Trickling adown the cheek the tear, 


Daughter of ſilant grief appear, 
Speak its ſoft language, and expreſss 
Charming MonmMa's: deep-diſtreſs!! ; '-. 17 ¾ñ; 


What murmurs of the anxious Fair! 


What ſighs around perfume tlie air! , 0b 


OTway, you paint what nature is, 
Beyond the BarD of SaLamis; 
Your muſe can with our paſſions play, 
And ſteal us from. ourſelves away. 


Let others prize what Men beſtow, 
The lofty name, the laurel'd brow : 


Sweet is the ſympathy of woe. 


More 
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More charming, ſure, thy triumphs are 


To raiſe at pleaſure hopes, or fears, 
To ſoften Yirgins into tears. 

Poet, I envy thee, who thus on. 
Canſt conquer them, who conquer us. 


II 


(Who would not wiſh to win the Fair!) 
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